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TO WHICH is ADDED, 


An AccounT of her DEATH. 


— How ſhe had borne it, and hoxw fhe had got 
ſupported, ſbe could not tell —“ But God tempers the 
Mind, (ſaid MARIA) to the fhorn Lamb.” 
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Ir was in the middle of the ſummer of the 
year 1788, that I was induced to make a Tour 
to Italy, partly to ſatisfy that curioſity which 
every man, who is the leaſt converſant in claflic 
lore, mult feel to viſit a country which once 
governed the world, and partly to revenge the 
death of a dear Brother, who had fallen a ſacri- 
fice to the rage of a haughty Italian, who had 
hired Bravos to diſpatch him. When I ar- 
rived at Rome, I learnt that the object of my 
journey was dead.: I remained however there 
long enough to ſatisfy my curioſity, and about 
the end of the autumn ſet out on my return. 


— I travelled through the province of Bour- 


bonnois, 


11 
bonnois, and being very much fatigued by the 


time I had got to Moulines, I reſolved to ſtop 


there two or three days, By ſome fortunate 
accident I had placed the Sentimental Journey 
of Sterne in my portmanteau ; and being ra- 
ther ennuybe, in the firſt evening of my ſtay at 
Moulines, I began to re-peruſe it. 

The landlord entered with ſupper juſt as I 
had got to the ſtory of Maria, ſo pathetically 
told. I deſired him to fit down and ſup with 
me. After we had finiſhed our meal, and a 
good bottle of Vin de Bourgogne had given us an 
addition to our ſtock of loquacity, I queſtioned 
him relative to this unhappy Maid: — “ Alas! 
&« Monſieur, (exclaimed he) ſhe has been dead 
« many years; yet ſtill her ſtory is freſh in the 


&« recollection of every one. I was but a young 


« man when ſhe was the pride and bleſſing of 


c -Moulines. Ah, Monſieur, quell? pitis que 


« wous ne avez jamais vu It would have 
« done your heart good to have ſeen with what 
cc an 


( vii ) 
an air ſhe comforted and relieved the poor 
« and the unhappy — Ah, ſhe was a charming 
« and a good Lady!“ 
Mine hoſt, after having indulged himſelf 


ſome time in this ſtrain, informed me, that her 


moſt intimate friend was ſtill alive; that her 
name was Annette. How to get introduced 
to this friend I knew not: I had a great deſire 
to learn more particulars than were contained 
in the Sentimental Fourney, and told my land- 
lord ſo. After a pauſe of ſome moments, he 
replied, that he believed he could procure me 
an introduction to her friend : This he did the 
next day, and I waited in conſequence upon the 
Lady. I found her very amiable, perfectly 
worthy of the confidence of ſuch a friend as 
Maria, and not at all reſerved. 

She favoured me with a peruſal of the Let- 
ters of Maria, which ſhe gave me leave to 
tranſlate ; and at the ſame time communicated 

to 


* 


(nr 
to me other particulars, which I have added to 
theſe Letters. 

I preſent them to the World and ſincerely 
wiſh, that if the Critic ſhould be induced to 
find fault, it may be with the badneſs of the 
Tranſlation, rather than the Compoſition of the 


Letters. This by the way I hope he will 
not forget, that in letters to our intimate 


friends, correctneſs and elegance of diction are 
not fo much ſtudicd as in thoſe productiens 
| which are written for the expreſs purpoſe of 
| being peruſed by every body. 
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LETTER: I. 


MARIA to St. FLOS. 


— — 


Sr. Flos ! --- my St. Flos ! --- whom 
by this time I thought to have called 
by a name if not more tender, at leaſt 
more certain, more ſecure; is it poſſi- 
ble to love .with more ſincerity than I 
do? --- and yet is not our attachment 


criminal? Ah! has not our union been 
B for- 
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4 2 ] 
forbidden ! --- Ought we then to ſee 
one another more ? --- Should we en- 
courage that affection, which is diſ- 
pleaſing to God? 

My St. Flos, forbear ! --- Let us meet 
no more 

The curate forbids our union; he 
denounces againſt us the vengeance of 


the Church --- he threatens us with e- 


ternal perdition, if we act contrary to 
his commands. | 

Ahl St. Flos, theſe are hard words! 
— Perhaps he is too cruel! --- Per- 
haps he may have judged ill! But 
does it become us to dictate to him? 
Is he not placed over us to direct 
our conduct? and ſhall we not there- 
fore obey him, even though he may be 


wrong ? 


But 


\ 
7 
* 


[4813] 

But ſhould he be right - Ah think, 
St. Flos, what a curſe we incur by diſ- 
obeying him --- Eternal perdition ! --- 
The vengeance of the Church ! ---- 
Dreadful ! _ 

Oh! St. Flos, let us ſee one another 
no more! We may write to, we may 
enquire after each other; alas! that is 
not denied us. We may think too of 
one another! The Almighty will not 
exerciſe his wrath againſt us, for en- 
couraging the ſigh, which the remem- 
brance of paſt ſcenes may occaſion ; for 
cheriſhing the thought that may lament 
thoſe ſcenes paſt now for ever! 

Adieu, St. Flos! Oh! adieu! 


Impute not my preſent conduct to 
decreaſe of affection: The groan that 
B 2 ſtruggles 


1 13 
ſtruggles in my boſom, the tear that 
burſts from my eye, would convince St. 
Flos that the affection of Maria is un- 
diminiſhed, - and will remain ſo. 

MARIA. 


— 


LETTER 


E 1 


LETTER II. 


St. FLOS to MARIA. 


I T muſt not, muſt not be, Maria --- 
What? when we were on the point of 


being united, to ſeparate, to ſee one an- 
other no more! And why ? Becauſe the 
curate tells us it is unlawful for us to be 
united. You ſay he denounces againſt 
us the vengeance of the Church, threat- 
ens us with the diſpleaſure of the Al- 
mighty, if we do not obey him. Alas! 
my beloved, it is very eaſy for him to 
ſay theſe things ; but has he told us why 
the Almighty will be diſpleaſed, and the 

B 3 Church 


1 


Church denounce its vengeance againſt 


us. Oh! no - no -- he cannot. He 
does not ſay we are within the degrees of 
affinity prohibited by the canon law, for f 
he knows we are not; and is it conſiſt- 1 


ent with our ideas of the perfect nature 
of the Almighty, to ſuppoſe that he will 
be diſpleaſed at our union? It is not. 
What then remains? Conſider, Ma- 
ria, what you have written: You have 


faid, Let us ſeparate, and rox EVER ! 


For EveR: what a comprehenſive word! 
And are we to part," to behold each 
other no more I 
Oh, Maria, you remember we are F 
both orphans; from infancy we have 


been dear to each other; how often, 


when we knew not what love was, have 
we wiſhed that nothing but death might 
ſeparate 
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ſeparate us! You have leant on my arm, 
and the tears trickling from your eyes, 
have aſked me, who was to be your 
protector when a more advanced period 
of life, and different avocations, might 
remove me from you? In thoſe mo- 
ments, my Maria, have I not ſworn that 
nothing ſhould tear me from you; that 
J would be your protector: Your 
emotions in an inſtant ceaſed, and you 
were reſtored to peace and tranquillity, 
And have not I kept my word? Have 
I ſeparated myſelf from you ? Yet what 
are you going to do that which in 
former days you moſt feared and dread- 
ed --- you are on the point of tearing 
yourſelf from me, and rox xverR! I 
repeat it again; conſider well what is 
3 COM 


El 
comprehended in thoſe two words, rox 
EVER | 7 

Ah, Maria, you will not go --- you 
will yield to the intreaties of St. Flos --- 
you will conſent to be his. 


I will ſee you, and from your own 
mouth hear your final reſolve ; which, 


oh! may it be in favour of 


Sr. FLOS, 


LETTER 
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LETTER III. 


MARIA to St. FLOS, 


ST. FLOS! why did you attempt to 
ſee me? Why did you act in oppoſition 


to my advice? You have ſadly deranged _ 


my ideas, my intentions; you have raiſ- 
3 R . 
ccd a tempeſt in my breaſt that will not 
"8 


be ſubdued; you have robbed me of 
the little fortitude with which I had been 
ſo long, long endeavouring to arm my- 
ſelf. | 

I am diſpleaſed, I am angry with 
you. Ah! forgive me, my St. Flos; I 


am 


01 
am not angry, I am not diſpleaſed. But 
indeed you muſt ſee me no more ! For 
what purpoſe ſhould you ? 

Our union 1s forbidden for ever, Ah, | 
no ! not for eyer --- we ſhall be united, % 
perhaps, where the power of man ſhall 
not be able to interrupt our happineſs. 0 
Let us live in that ſweet hope; ſweet 1 
indeed! It is my ſole comfort; it alle- 


viates my ſorrows —- let it alſo alleviate 


When you broke in upon me, I was Þ 
taking my evening walk to the wood 1 
that riſes at the end of the diſtant fields: 

There it was, St. Flos, in happier days, 
alas! we were wont to meet; and at 


the foot of a venerable oak, exchange q 
vows of eternal conſtancy ! 3 
Do you forget it? 
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Tt is to that fame oak 1 wander now, 
« at dewy eve,“ to think of the paſt, 


and of St. Flos. 


I was on the point of entering the 


3 wood; you ruſhed from behind ſome 
vl pines, and were in an inſtant at my feet. 
3 The ſudden ſurpriſe deprived me of all 
; I power of reflection; you ſaw this, and 


would have drawn from me a promiſe 
of being privately united at ſome diſtant 
town. I believe I refuſed: If I did 
not, let this convince you that J never, 
never, can be yours | I have made this 
ſolemn vow before the image of the 
bleſſed Virgin; ſay, therefore, St. Flos, 
is it fit that I ſhould” break it? Or 
could we expect happineſs in an union 
which was founded on a breach of the 
moſt ſolemn. averment? Oh, no, my 

|. beloved! 


F 12 J 
beloved! Impoſſible! Let us then think Þ 
often ; but let us ſee each other no 3 


more! 


MARIA. 


LETTER 


. 


LETTER VV. 


Sr. FLOS to MARIA. 


Dip 1 read aright? Can it be poſſi- 
ble? Vowed before the image of the 
Virgin Mary, never to be mine! Yes, 
it is too, too true! My eye-ſight does 
not fail me; it convinces, it almoſt 
leads me to diſtraction, How, how 
have you wounded me, Maria! What 


+ daggers have you planted in my bo- 


ſom! I will read your letter over a- 
gain; I may, perhaps, even yet be miſ- 
taken, 


How 


— 


[ 14 ] 
How is St. Flos changed! There 
was a time when he was wont to ſpeak 
peace and happineſs to the ſoul of Ma- 
ria; when he was her comforter, the 
ſoother of her ſorrows = Now he de- 
ranges her ideas; he robs her of her for- 
| | ritude ; he raiſes a e her bo- 
ſom. 101 | 

Ah! Maria, what words are theſe ! 
But, the vow before the image of the 
Virgin Mary --- how dreadful! Oh! re- 
call it! Relent, and be mine. 

And yet, do not: Tonbrealt fo ſo- 
lemn a vo-w -Ich! tis too, too hor- 
wblejoto0 sch ao daun Wass 
What now remains for Sta Elos? M. 
ſery and horror; to be an outcaſt of ſo- 
eiety; to wander, like Can, over the 
face of the creation; and find no, no 
es | place 
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place of reſt for his ſoul. I go, Maria; 
I fly my country .- for ever! I 


ſhall reviſit no more that delightful 
grove, where we have ſo often whiſper- 
ed a thouſand vows of never-ending 
conſtancy, and called heaven to witneſs 
the ſincerity of our vows,---I ſhall no 
longer, in ſome ſtill calm evening when 
myriads of ſtars beſpangle the face of 
heaven, and the moon gives a clear fil- 
ver beam, lead my Maria to the moun- 
tain's top, and from a ruſtic ſeat view 
the diſtant ſcene, uninterrupted by the 


noiſe of man; and while the gently dy- 
ing zephyr trembles on the boſom of 
the air, repeat- thoſe oaths, thoſe pro- 
teſtations, which had been ſo often made- 
before. Such ſcenes, ſuch days, are 
paſt ; and to them ſucceed, | an efer- 

nal 
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FE I-13 
nal ſeparation, miſery, horror, and de- 
ſpair. 4 F 
1 go then, I haſten from Moulines; 
whither, I know not ---- any where, 
where a haſty period may be put to the 
excruciating torments that rend the bo- 
m 17 45;  "T411 \Ad 
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LETTER V. 


MARIA to ST. FLOS: 


WIA T, what have you written to 
me! That you will deſert your friends, 
that you will fly your country for ever! 

Oh ſtop, St. Flos ! Pauſe, I com- 
mand, I beſeech you. I recall my 
vow ; I give it to the winds; I will 
be yours. --- I am diſtracted, and know 
not what I ſay. 


In continuation ſome hours after the above. 
I am more calm, my brain beats 


not ſo violently ; I have been aſking 
| C of 


[ 18 1 


of Heaven to compoſe my ſcat- 


tered ſpirits and to grant me forti- 


' tude. My requeſt has not been de- 
nied; I feel more reſigned, Oh, St. 
_ „ and whither are you wander- 

ing ? Whither do your footſteps tend ? 
Shall we be no longer inhabitants of 
the ſame country? Alas! how cruel is 
our fate! And yet, now that my pulſe 
throbs not ſo violently, I do not oppoſe 
your going. It is, perhaps, more pru- 
dent that you ſhould go; different ſcenes 
will render your ſorrows leſs acute, will 
enable you to bear the chaſtening hand 
of affliction with more fortitude, will 
perhaps, but I refrain from contami- 
| nating the paper with the idea; for 
indeed, indeed, St. Flos, I ſhould be 
very, very wretched if I thought you 
could ever forget me. 


I try 


1 1 
1 try to cheer my drooping heart 
with the knowledge that the ſame ſun 


will throw his influence on both of us, 
though the 


« Wide world of waters" 


roll between us.—But the attempt is 
1 unſucceſsful ; it will not, will not do. 
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L E T E R VI. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


On, st. Flos! 1 ſhuddef at the 
idea! It is reported that you are going 
to enter into the army; that you are 
ſoliciting to be ſent immediately againſt 
the enemies of your country. Conſider 
well, „ The ſoldier's occupation“ is 
noble, it is honourable; but the choice 
ſhould reſult from motives of reaſon, 
and the love of one's country; not 
from deſperation, not from an idea, a 
with, that in the difficulties of war, and 
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the dangers of battle, you may find a 
haſty period to exiſtence, 

It ceaſes then to be honourable, it 
becomes ſuicide ! St. Flos, my beloved 
St. Flos, I have heard you expreſs ra- 
ther an averſion to a military life; 
you have faid, that under an abſolute 
government like ours, the Soldiers 
Occupation was not an occupation of 
honour; that being neceſſarily and en- 
tirely attached to the monarch, from 
whom they derived every poſt of ho- 
nour, they could not be very friendly 
to the liberties and true intereſts of 
the ſubject, or to the natural rights of 
all men. 

Such were your ſentiments.— Judge 
then if I am not warranted in ſuppoſ- 
ing, that your choice originates in the 
laſt- mentioned motive, in deſperation 
C3 St, 


1 22 ] 

St. Flos, you think, perhaps, becauſe 
I argue fo coolly, that my boſom's ſtorm. 
is huſhed; ah, how are you miſtaken ! 
The cruel neceſſity that ſeparates us - 
for ever, that baniſhes the beloved of 
my heart from the place of his nati- 
vity, from his country, can I forget? 
Or, will not the remembrance ſwell my 
boſom with affliction? Too ſure it 
But it has pleaſed the Almighty Diſ- 
poſer of Events to endue me with for- 
titude ; I kneel often to him, to grant me 
reſignation to his will; and my prayers 
are not breathed in vain. Do you alſo, 
St. Flos, offer up your prayers to him. 
Believe me you will offend him, if 
thus in deſpair you brave the cannon's 
mouth, the enemy's. ſword, and ruſh 
: rudely 


189 
rudely and unbidden into his awful 
preſence. 

Vet even ſhould you remain uncon- 
vinced by my arguments, ſtill you will 
not refuſe my requeſt; and if Maria in- 
treats of St. Flos not to leave his na- 
tive country, will he refuſe to ſtay ? 
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LETTER VII. 
FLOS to MARIA. 
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Anp why not enter into the army? 
Why not, Maria, ſolicit to be ſent im- 
mediately againſt the enemies of my 
country? Becauſe the determination is 
the reſult of deſpair! Such is your ar- 


gument againſt it. For me, I fay, I 


am tired of life; every thing for which 
I wiſhed to live is denied me, and only 
in death can I be happy.. q 
Tou call my reſolution ſuicide 11 
deny chat it is ſo. I would make the 
laſt action of my life beneficial; I will 
therefore enter into the ſervice of my 
| country, 


L 25 ] 
country. The chance of war may be 
fatal to me; I know that the danger 
infinitely over-balances the ſafety ; per- 
haps I am glad of it.. 

But do not others, who PEP? ce the 
Soldier's Occupation,” know the dangers 
of battle as well as myſelf ? The only 
difference © between us 15, that their 
choice originates from a thirſt for fame 
and honour, mine from a wearineſs of 
life, from deſpair ! 

And why, Maria, why ſhould you 
oppole this determination? It is re- 
ſolved that we ſhall ſee one another 
no more! Without you, I cannot but 
be miſerable; it is impoſſible that the 
ſparkling cup of pleaſure ſhould ever 
touch my lips again. Why, therefore, 
ſhould you 'wiſh' me to live in miſery ! 
In 


[ 26 ] 
In death only can I be reſtored to 
happineſs. When that event arrives, 
Maria ſhould rather rejoice, 
Oh, my beloved, I again repeat it, 


muſt we indeed be ſeparated for ever! 


Shall St. Flos, your enamoured St. Flos, 
hang no more upon every look, every 
word, uttered by Maria? Shall ſhe no 
longer repoſe her head upon his bo- 
ſom, and hear him whiſper peace to her 
ſoul? Are theſe ſcenes paſt for ever? 
Alas! alas! they are, they ſhall re- 


turn no more Maria and St. Flos 


are ſeparated for ever! 
There is no alternative · Death now 
can alone put à period to the ſorrows 
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LETTER VIII. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


'T arre was a time when had but 
Maria breathed a wiſh, St. Flos would 
have not a moment heſitated to grant 
it. Vou have tried to combat my ar- 
guments, perhaps you are in the right; 
yet ſurely you might have granted ſome- 
thing beyond the ſtrict rule of right to 
my intreaties— But, I have done. Tou 
cannot with any ſophiſtry remove my 
apprehenſions for your ſafety; you can- 


not convince me, that on you the ſword 


of 


[ 28 J 
of * enemy will fall 1 Oh, 
no! no! no! 

E'en now I ſee you engaged among 
the thickeſt; deſolation ſpreads wide her 
terrors round you; I ſee the ſword up- 
lifted over the head of my St. Flos.— 
It falls upon him. — He ſinks! His 
blood flows in ſtreams upon the ground! 
Ae breathes his laſt ! — He dies! 

| Almighty God, ſpare me! ſpare me! 
My head is diſtracted, my brain is on 


{ 29 ] 
LETTER IX. 


Sr. FLOS to MARIA. 


Wu H Y ſhould you afflict u in 
ſuch a manner, Mara ? --- The die is 
caſt. Let not your imagination repre- 
ſent to you chat I am engaged in the 
perils of war; think that I am in ſome 
convent, wearing out the remainder of 
my days in prayer and penance, _ 

Oh, my dear, my ever-loved Maria, 
how ſhall I bid you farewel for ever ? 
Now that I mean to take a final adieu, 

how ſhall I ſummon up fortitude ſuf- 
ficient ? 
Alas, 


[ 30 ] 

Alas, the tears will flow, in ſpite of 
my attempts to prevent them. 
| Adieu, Oh, adieu! my never to be 
forgotten love.---Think of your unhap- 
i py St. Flos --- Remember him in your 
midnight and morning oraiſons to Hea- 
ven; and---Adieu, FOR EVER | 


ST, FLOS. 


LETTER 
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LETTER X. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


Yo U perſiſt in your determination; 
the tears, the intreaties of Maria have 
no effect; you are proof againſt them 
all. Go then, ſince you will go---Go, 
and take with you the prayers of your 
Maria; who now on her knees, with 
hands uplifted to Heaven, ſolicits the 
Almighty to ſuffer her St. Flos to walk 
amidſt the ſtorm of battle harmleſs--- 
to unnerve the arm that would wound 
---to turn aſide the ſword that would fall 
upon him---to protect him, oh! from 
every danger, every peril, that may ſur- 
round him ! - 

LETTER 
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LETTER XI. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


— 


8 T. FL Os, the violet throws as ſweet 
a perfume to the gale, the lilly ſcatters 
her delightful fragrance as profuſely as 
in happier days---but the ſweet perfume 
of the violet, and the delightful fragrance 
of the lilly, pleaſe me no longer. 

I view the roſe-tree, not to taſte its 
ſweets, but to indulge my meditations 
upon it---I view the buds and the num- 
berleſs thorns that ſurround each---I com- 
pare them. with life: The buds are the 
days of happineſs we enjoy; the thorns, the 
= +6 
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days of miſery ; and, ah! how ſmall a 
proportion do the former bear to the 
latter! 

St. Flos, I make you melancholy, 
when I would ſpeak comfort to your 
foul: I would talk to you of future 
hours of happineſs if I could ; but, alas ! 
little able is that heart to afford conſola- 
tion to another, which is ſinking be- 
neath the weight of its own afflictions. 
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bidden our union, though he has placed 


l 34 J 


LETTER XII. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


Sr. FLOS, if 1 gueſs right, and you 


perſevere in your intentions, you are 


now upon that vaſt expanſe of waters, 
the ocean, far diſtant from your native 
country; and, oh!] much further from 
Maria. The idea of tempeſts, of ſtorms 
and ſhipwrecks, 1s nearly as dreadful to 
my mind as the perils of battle. 
Beloved of my heart, though the (I 
had almoſt ſaid inhuman) Curate has for- 


an 


L 

an inſeparable bar betwixt us; yet, is 
not your happineſs the firſt wiſh of my 
breaſt ? Is not each prayer that aſcends 
to Heaven filled with wiſhes for your 
ſafety? Ev'n now, have I not been 
invoking the Almighty to permit not the 
boſom of the ocean to ſwell with anger; 
to quell the raging of the ſtorm ; to ſuf- 
fer not the tempeſt to pour forth its hor- 

rors; and to land you in fatety on the 
ſhores of the Weſtern World ! | 
Yet, what have I wiſhed? Have I 
requeſted of Heaven to ſpare you from 
the perils of the ocean, that you may en- 

counter the horrors of deſolating war! 
St. Flos, if it be decreed that you 
muſt periſh, happier would it be for you 
to ſink with innocence beneath the fury 
of the waves, than to periſh in battle 
D 2 with 
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with the blood of the ſlaughtered enemy 


upon your head. 


The Almighty God, however, take 
you under his protection: Whatever his 
decrees are, they muſt be right; and 


with that aſſurance, let us endeavour to 


bend our hearts to ſubmit to them. 

And yet, St. Flos, is it not ?---But, 
ſhall I repine ? Adieu, my beloved !--- 
I ſhall hear from you when you are ar- 
rived at your deſtined poſt ; till which 
time I ſhall defer writing to you, fearful 
that my letters may not reach you. 


MARIA. 


— 
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LETTER XIII. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS, 


O NE -two - three long months, and 
J have not heard from you; not a ſingle 
line ! | | 

What, what, St. Flos, am I to think? 
That any accident has happened ? Gra- 
cious God, forbid |! 

That you think no more—haye for- 
gotten me- I will not indulge ſuch an 
idea, Keep me no longer in this tor- 
turing ſtate of ſuſpence ; tell me quickly. 
I have learned the deſtination of your 

D ; regi- 


138 J 
regiment - I ſend this ſhort letter in- 
ſtantly. As ſoon as you receive this, 


you will, I know, regard the diſtracted 
ſituation of my ſoul, and calm the fears 


of my agonized boſom. 


MARIA. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XIV. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


A NOTHER long, lingering month 
has elapſed, and ſtill I have heard 
nothing. When you receive this, I 
command you to write, St. Flos — 
Command you—Oh no -I beg you to 
relieve my apprehenſions. My brain 
beats violently; my heart is often fo 
oppreſſed, that I think the ſhades of 
death are on the point of encompaſſing 


me: I ſink upon the ground, fainting, 
and unable to ſupport the burthen of 
D 4 liſe — 


[ 40 J ; 
bl. life—A flood of tears comes then to my 


relief, and I am ſomewhat better. St. 
Flos, I entertain a thouſand different 
ideas of what has been the reaſon of 
this filence; perhaps not one of them 
is the real cauſe. 


n 


If you have not ceaſed to love me, 


you will pity my ſituation, and alleviate 
the horrors of it. 
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LETTER XV. 


MARIA to ST. FLOS. 


CC TTT 


SuspENCE —what a dreadful in- 
mate of the breaſt — its ſenſations how 
dreadful to ſupport! St. Flos, did you 
ever feel them? Oh! no—no—impoſ- 
ſible !—Elſe you would pity and relieve 


me from them. 


MARIA. 
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LETTER XVI. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


ARA of hope darts into my bo- 


ſom; and now it recedes, and leaves me 
in hopeleſs deſpair. All is dark, dark, 
and diſmal. _ St. Flos, good night— I 
will not keep you longer from your re- 
poſe Zu can enjoy it, though 7 am 
unable. 


MARIA. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XVII. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


T HE phantom is gone! It would 
have perſuaded me, St. Flos, that you 
were faithleſs and inconſtant. I would 
not believe it; I replied, that you had 
vowed ſo often, and ſo ſolemnly ; and 
that vows were not made to be broken. 
St. Flos, am I not in the right? 


MARIA. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XVII, 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS, 


TI wrITE— yet why do I write ?—T 
remember — St. Flos, your memory is 
gone, and I write to remind you that 
there is ſuch a perſon as Maria; and 
that—But huſh, the ſtorm ſubſides, and 
I muſt not pour a note upon the gale, to 


interrupt the univerſal calm without 
Within, ah! the ſtorm rages ſtill, 


MARIA. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XIX. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


7 Ty E wide world of waters” rolls 
betwixt us---the big wave has borne St, 
Flos far from Maria---Another country 
holds him now—and other thou ohts. Is 
it not true, St. Flos? 


MARIA. 


LETTER 
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LETTER Xx. 


(Written ſome months after the XV. XVI. XVII. XVIII. 
and XIXth Letters.) 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


T HE nightingale pours her woe- worn 
note upon the gale, unheard and diſre- 
garded. Maria breathes forth her ſor- 


rows to St. Flos; he hears them not, he 


turns from them. It is no longer doubt- 

ful 
And has ſo ſhort an abſence changed 
St. Flos? So ſoon to have forgotten me! 
Falſe - ungrateful!—perjured! — What 
| have 
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have I ſaid ? = Let me remember 
Alas! my memory is very treacherous 
—] forget every thing—no—not every 
thing — But, no matter. 

Abſence—it is a potent draught—it 
waſhes away the remembrance of oaths— 
it breaks the bond of affection—it dips 
the vow of conſtancy in Lethe's ſtream, 
Does not abſence produce theſe effects, 
St, Flos? And yet, why has it not ſhed 
on me its influence? Why has it not 
enabled me to baniſh St. Flos from my 
remembrance ? Alas !--But why ſhould 
I proceed ?--- 

Maria 1s beloved no longer by St. 
Flos. *Tis ſufficient. Whether St. Flos 
poſſeſſes ſtill the affection of Maria, it is 
not neceſſary to diſcuſs. 

What St. Flos is, oh, ABsENCE, ena- 

ble 
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ble me to forget What he was, alas! 
baniſh never from my mind That he 
is faithleſs, inconſtant, perjured, oh! let 
me not remember: That he was the 
tender, the affectionate St. Flos, the 
faithful lover of Maria, Memory bring 
to my remembrance, till each pulſation 
of my body ſhall ceaſe to vibrate. 
As ſuch, in my morning and evening 
oraiſons, let me pray for his happineſs; 
and though diſunited now for ever, in my 
invocations to Heaven, the names of 
ST. FLOS and MARIA ſhall ſtill be 

Joined together. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXI. 


MARIA to ST. FLOS. 


Tris is the laſt letter you will re- 
ceive from me—It is reſolved—I muſt 
bid you farewell for ever! St. Flos, 
you have deceived me; you have put an 
end to every expectation of happineſs I 
had formed; you have almoſt—But I 
will not complain—TI will not upbraid 
you — I have a thouſand things to ſay, 
but my brain beats violently—my me- 
mory is quite, quite gone—I muſt lay 
down the pen, and recollect —— 
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At midnight, I love to indulge in ſoli- 
tude my refle&tions—T wander through 


the neighbouring grove undiſturbed— 
I hear the plaintive notes of the nightin- 


gale— The buſy voice of man intrudes 
not then upon me — T am at liberty to 


think, even unto madneſs. 


-4 
| 
1 


It is quite, quite gone—1 have no 


longer the faculty of memory I am un- 
ſettled 1 wander about, and find no 


where reſt for the ſole of my foot My 


heart ſometimes throbs fo violently, as if 
it would burſt my boſom, and then it 
ceaſes almoſt to beat at all, and becomes 


' chilled and cold. But why ſhould [ 


; complain 1 would not make you me- 


JT 


lancholy — though, perhaps = Mops 
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I ſaid this ſhould be the laſt letter 
you ſhould ever receive from me !—It 
ſhall be—Maria ſhall no more intrude 
her ſorrows upon St. Flos. There was 
a time when he would have flown to alle- 


viate them; there was a time — but it 


is paſt. Go, then; aſſure yourſelf that 
Maria ſhall never diſturb your happineſs: 
Her woes ſhall be told to the midnight 
breeze - they ſhall be kept to herſelf. 
Adieu, then Oh my heaving heart! 
Adieu, for ever! - Think of me but 
as of one who was, and is not —of one 
who no longer remains an inhabitant of 


this world. Would I were not! Would 


to Heaven that I could this moment lay 


down life's wearying burthen — that the 


ſigh that now burſts from my boſom 


were the laſt ! | 
E 2 Adieu, 


— mme 
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Adieu, St. Flos, for ever — The Al- 
mighty and the bleſſed Virgin take you 
under their protection Maria ſhall not 
forget you in her prayers. 
Again — Oh my throbbing boſom! 
adieu, FOR EVER. 


MARIA. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXII. 


MARIA to ANNETTE. 


TRE Almighty is diſpleaſed with me, 
my Annette; he has viſited me with af- 
fliction. It is neceſſary that I ſhould 
make ſome atonement. I have reſolved 
to do it. — I will go on a pilgrimage to 
Rome. My purpoſe is fixed; it is un- 
alterable. If it pleaſe Heaven that I 
ſhall return, I ſhall return more worthy 
of the affection of my Annette: If I re- 
viſit no more the ſpot where, alas! hap- 


pier days have been paſſed, I ſhall die 
SAT. f : E 3 - more 


UC oF 
more worthy perhaps of the mercy of 


Heaven. My Annette, weep not for 


your friend; ſhe has devoted the re- 


mainder of her life to God: He will 
not deſert her ! 


MARIA, 
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"LETTER XXII. 


MARIA to ANNETTE. 


%# * 
* 


M Y Annette, you would perſuade me 
from my purpoſe—you would ſhake my 
reſolution, by repreſenting the dangers to 
which I am going to ſubject myſelf, It 
is in vain: God demands of me this ſa- 
crifice, My friend, will he not ſtretch 
his proteCting arm over me, wherever I 
wander? His mercy is not confined ; 
the monarch and the peaſant partake of 
it alike. Shall then the hapleſs Maria 
be alone excluded ? — Shall the precious 
balm be denied only to her ? — Oh, no, 
Arr. E 4 my 


161 
my Annette; the goodneſs of God is 
infinite. I go, then — I go with confi- 
dence — My little goat will be my only 


companion. 
Farewell l Let not the warm wiſh of 


a friend be denied to 


Thy unhappy MARIA. 
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LETTER XXIV. 


MARIA to ANNETTE. 


ANNETTE, you have been my 


companion and my friend from the ear- 
lieſt period of our lives together we 
have kiſſed, at early dawn, 


« The dew- drop from the roſe — 


have wandered o'er the diſtant hills---or 
explored 
« The mazy labyrinths of the grove.” 


Ah, Annette, it was in that grove I 
ſaw firſt — But huſh — no more of that 
ſubject 2 

0 Annette, 


%. <= p 


3 
— a * 


1 3 


2 ov 1 — * . ; na 
TOR IE OT CR TE 


U 


_—_— <a 
—_ 


158 


Annette, I am going to bid you adieu 
— I am preparing to ſet out on a long 
Journey — I can find reſt no where — I 
love to wander It is the only pleaſure I 
have—it ſoothes —it pours balſam into a 
heart more than half broken with afflic- 


tions, 
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LETTER XXV. 


MARIA to ANNETTE. 
—— 


*'THE fiſt lak of the morn” fow 
me depart from Moulines — all nature 
looked cheerful and at peace. But peace 
dwelt not within my boſom ; and the 
delightful proſpe& was not enjoyed, 
Annette, what are delightful ſcenes to 
a heart ſwoln with ſorrow and affliction ? 
I have travelled all day. The ſun's 
laſt ray has been poured upon the earth, 
and the ſhades of night begin to deſcend. 
Tired, and fatigued, I muſt be in- 
debted to the humble tenants of ſome 


cottage 
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cottage for a few hours repoſe, in order 


to enable me to continue my journey.— 


1 „ 


Some plaintive notes drawn from my 
pipe procured me a willing admittance 
into a neat little cottage, ſituated in a 
beautiful vale between two hills. The 
poſſeſſors of this little ſpot welcomed me 
with a ſincerity too ſeldom to be found 
in higher ſtations. Perhaps they ſaw that 
I vas tired and fatigued, and perhaps my 
. countenance indicated the ſorrows of my 
heart; for they ſoftened; their voices into 
the tone of pity, and placed inſtantly 
before me ſome new milk and a few 
bunches of grapes, neatly laid on vine 
leaves, preſſing me, at the ſame time, to 


partake of their humble fare. 
What 


non 


WK 2A. 

What a leſſon of humanity could they 
teach kings! 

I was affected at their humane treat- 
ment, and prayed of the bleſſed Virgin 
to grant them happineſs and peace. 

The brow of the huſband was inſtantly 
clouded, and that 'of the wife' ſoftened 
into an expreſſion of ſorrow and grief. 

« Stranger, (ſaid the huſband, with a 
certain manlineſs of expreſſion which in- 
dicated his condition to be inferior to 
his birth) that wiſh, I fear, will never be 
accompliſhed. Not two years are elapſed 
ſince Heaven ſaw me happy in the em- 
braces of two of the moſt dutiful chil- 
dren in the world. James, by his dili- 
gence and his induſtry, made my little 
farm flouriſh;; and a lot, which I had 
thought rather inferior to my expecta- 


tions, 
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tions, ſupportable: He caſed me of the 
more laborious. part of the work, and 
hy his dutiful attention to his parents, 
deſerved of human nature. the palm for 
filial affe&ion !” | 
| Good James !---I Fane ex- 
eee ci | 
n 
the wife, the tears trickling down her fur- 
rowed cheeks... The bony continued 
his ſtory— $19 75 

ec While mans and I1 were in che field, 
Mary would take all the houſhold under 
her care and management: She would 
- pot ſuffer her mother to fatigue herſelf, 
but provided with her own hands our 
| Cheerful repaſt by the time we returned 
from work. Ah, ſhe: was an excellent 
and a dove girl l. rand James was a 


. £99aNa03 | well- 


1 
well-made, manly youth !---Thoſe were 
| WH days of happineſs, indeed! 


« The lord of the village — (the old 
man here bit his lips, and contracted his 


brows into a ferociouſneſs of aſpe& which 
ſoon however changed, and throwing up 
his eyes to Heaven, he ſeemed in fi- 


| lence to aſk ſubmiſſion to its decrees.) 
The lord of the village (continued 
he) faw my little innocent Lamb, and, 
like the Wolf, practiſed every wile to 
| deſtroy her. Oh, he too fatally ſuc- 


ceeded; ſhe was not a match for his 
arts! — and ſhe fell ! — Wretched girl ! 
= unhappy Mary! — May the bleſſed 
Virgin intercede for thy pardon ! —— 
Her Seducer (continued the old 
man) urged her 9 to leave her parents, 
and accompany him. The poor girl 


ee conſented; 


1 


conſented; and with her flight, fled all 
our happineſs on this ſide the grave. 

« My ſon, who loved his ſiſter with 
the tendereſt affection, reſolved to go in 
ſearch of her, and, if poſſible, perſuade 
her to return to virtue and to her pa- 
rents. III fated youth, (groaned the 
old man) he found out her Seducer, 
fought him, and met his death !” 

In ſpite of his endeavours to pre- 
vent them, the tears guſhed in torrents 
from his eyes, and deep groans ſeemed 
as if they would burſt his boſom. The 
wife found the recollection too much for 
human nature to ſupport; ſhe ſunk life- 
leſs on the floor. As well as my ſtrength 
would permit me, I lifted her into a 
chair. Her huſbanc was transfixed with 
ſorrow to his ſeat: He could not move; 

but 
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but fixing his eyes upon his wife, groan- 
ed out — © Mary, Mary, what haſt thou 
brought upon thy wretched parents!“ 

It was near an hour before I had reco- 
vered her, and reſtored them both to — 
degree of calmneſs. Finding myſelf then 
not inclined to ſleep, and ſomewhat re- 
lieved from my fatigue, I aroſe to purſue 
my journey. My kind entertainers would 
fain have perſuaded me to ſtay all night ; 
but I reſiſted their intreaties, and put- 
ting up a prayer to Heaven for the 
reſtoration of their peace, left this man- 
ſion of miſery. 

Annette, it is in the ſchool of Adver- 
ſity that the heart is ſoftened, and learns 
to feel and pity the diſtreſſes of others, — 
May thoſe who turn from the petition of 
the wretched with contempt, drink as 
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much of the bitter cup of affliction at 
will teach them not to pour an unne- 
ceſſary pang into the boſom of the af- 
flited! | 
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LETTER xXXVI, 


MARIA to ANNETTE. 


Perĩiau en—m—_ 


ITRAVEI. but lowly; I have been 
four days in reaching this place, Oh, 
Annette, my mind is ſo agitated, that 
I am unable to endure much fatigue of 
body Faint, and ready to expire, I am 
often forced to retire to the grateful ſhade 
of ſome wood to reſt myſelf: 1 there 
play my ſervice to the bleſſed Virgin, 
and find myſelf comforted. 

It was on the ſecond evening of my 
„ Al F 2 departure 
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departure from Moulines that a ſtranger,* 
while I was fitting under a Peplar by the 
road ſide, alighted from a chaiſe, and 
ſcating himſelf by me, accoſted me in a 
voice of peculiar ſoftneſs and ſenſibility. 
He pitied and wept at my afflictions— 
wiped the tear as it guſhed from my eye 
— and would have poured into my bo- 
ſom the feet balm 6f confblation. But, 
oh! 97 may open my whole heart to 
you) — what, what can A the pangs of 
dilappoineed love _ 


MARIA. 


»The Author of the Sentimental Journey. 
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* 
LETTER XXVII. 


MARIA to ANNETTE. 


? . * * 6 — 


Tur deſcription of the places through 
which I paſs, expect not from me: It 
is not for amuſement that I wander; all 
places are indifferent to me: Magnifi- 
cent edifices, ſtately palaces, the ſweet 
proſpect, the cheerful landſcape, are all, 
all unnoticed and diſregarded! I have 
dedicated myſelf to God, and am -en- 
deavouring to banith all earthly thoughts 
from my mind. : 


MARIA. 
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LETTER xxviII. 


MARIA to ANNETTE. 


— 


THE wind roars aloud for 2 white, 
and then it ſubſides, and ſighs gently 
through the grove. Annette, I have 
heard it is fo with grief; that the lenient 
hand of Time will ſoften its power, and 
| | the force of Reaſon will teach the heart to 
4 bear it. | 
Ah, Annette, I feel that this is not 
true: The ſorrow that ſwells my boſom 
was never loud; it has ſunk into my 
heart, 


—_— 
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heart, and though ſilent is deep: It preys 
upon my peace, and will end but with 
. the laſt breath of liſe. 
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LBTTER xxx. 


I © „ 


... MARIA to ANNETTE. 


I HEARD his voice — in ſnowy robes 
he beckoned me to the Realms of Light ! 
He ſmiled upon me! Ah, Annette, can 
J believe him? -— Did he not -— But 
huſh — he is purified from his fins, and 
is an Angel of Truth ! He beckons me 
to join him ! Alas, I cannot — I muſt 
perform my vow — I muſt reconcile 
myſelf to God, and by prayer make 
myſelf more worthy of his affeftion. 
Ah, Annette, how my ideas wander ! 
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My brain is giddy — my head aches — 
My memory 1s quite, quite gone. — [ 
know not how far I have wandered, or 
how I was enabled to ſupport myſelf ! 
It was the gocdnefs of God protected 
me ---- HE, HE, Annette, tempers the 
wind to the fſhorn lamb. 


MARIA. 
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LETTER XXX. 


MARIA t ANNETTE. 


'1 * 11 


I AM far; far from any town, and from 
the ſociety of men: The limpid ſtream 
and ſome dried grapes have for ſome 
time been my only ſuſtenance. When 
the ſnades of evening begin to deſcend, 
I play my Evening Service to the bleſſed 
Virgin, and lay myſelf down under the 
ſhade of ſome tree, to obtain a few hour 
repoſe : My faithful goat is my pros 
tector, and ſeats himſelf at my feet to 
guard me. Sometimes) perhaps, 1 Bes 

Job hold 
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hold a ſolitary cottage, and obtain a 
ready admittance and a welcome to par- 
take of the fare the inhabitants of it can 
produce. Ab, Annette, Humanity is 
not * to crouded cities; in theſe 
ſolitary cotta ges, far, far diſtant from the 
buſy haunts of men, ſhe lives in her great- 
eſt purity: The humble cottagers, un- 
tainted by vice, are intent only on the 
means of ſubſiſtence, and of paying their 
adoration to God. 

When 638 1 en 
r The poor peo- 
ple inſtantly. haſten out of their dwelling, 
and with their children encircling me, 
preſs me, with an aukward but ſincere 
politeneſs, to partake of the fare of their 
meal is ended, they aſk me queſtions of 

lod the 
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the world, and of the inhabitants of great 
cities: To theſe I always give ſuch 


anſwers as I know will deter them from 
viſiting them. 

Annette, their innocence would be 
badly bartered for knowledge of the 
world : Here they-have no temptation 
to act wrong; and though, perhaps, they 
may be virtuous. through neceſſity and 
an inability to do ill, the Almighty will 
not be leſs n with them on that 
account! voin 3190 
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LETTER xxx! 


MARIA to ANNETTE. 
— 
Iam NOW, Annette, on the Alps 
My goat has forſaken me, and I am left 
to ſteer my courſe alone. The face of 


human nature here how awful I- As I 


wander along a narrow path on the ſide 
of one of the mountains, I look up, 


and behold the ſummit of it covered 
with an eternal ſnow — perhaps too, in 
dreadful majeſty, overlooking the path I 


tread, and ſeeming as it each moment it 


would fall and overwhelm me. When I 
caſt my eyes downward, I behold a tre- 
mendous 


1 

mendous precipice, hundreds of feet deep: 
The idea chills my very ſoul! Yet even 
theſe dreary wilds are not uninhabited = 
I meet often with ſolitary cottages, the 
inhabitants of which are extremely hoſ- 
pitable and humane, and after affording 
me refreſhment and” repoſe, accompany 
me a part of the way on my journey, 
and direct me to the ſafeſt:and"the near- 
eſt paths The bleſſed Virgin take them 
under her protection! By their affiſtance 
I have eſcaped the dungers that ſur- 
rounded me, and have now almoſt at 

tained the plain that ſtretches from the 
foot of the mountains. My »fttengths 
waſtes aPpace,. and I am tired and Ha- 
tigued But ob, my Annette, [what>is 
the fatigue of the body to mati fꝗthO 
mind ?— 21859 Led! 
MARIA, 
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LETTER xxxn. 


MARIA to ANNETTE. 


I TREAD on the confines of the do- 
minions of his / Holineſs the Pope — 
my pilgrimage will ſoon be ended — But 
alas, Annette, when will * heart ceaſe 
to ache? Never - never --- never 
It is fixed — it will not be removed — 
it has become part of my exiſtence. 
The convent of St. Genevieve the 
wretched Adelaide! --- Boſom, treafure 
it up till life itſelf wich * Fre 
ſhall ceaſe, N 
IAA Annette, 


Z 

Annette, it was in the dead of night— 
the road was ſolitary and dreary I was 
wandering on 1n hopes of finding out a 
cottage in which ] might obtain ſome re- 
freſhintent. © At the end of a long ave- 
nue of poplars, I beheld an antique 
building: What it was, I could not then 
diſcover; but making uſe of the pil- 
grim's liberty, I reſolved to advance 
nearer to it. I obſerved people going 
in, and heard the ſolemn dirge ſwelling 
from the organ. I entered, and found 
\myſelt in the chapel of a convent, . dedi. 
cated to St. Genevieve, I knelt down, 
offered up my Prayers, and. approaclied 
the altar. _—— 
F The organ ceaſed its ſolemn muſię, 
and an awful ſilence reigned. At the 
extremity of the aiſle a company of mugs 
appeared, 
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appeared, walked ſlowly up, and ranged 
themſelves on each ſide the altar. They 
were followed by a Virgin, richly habit- 
ed, whoſe year of probation being ex- 
pired, was going to take the veil, Her 
eyes were caſt upon the ground, and her 
claſped hands, at each ſtep ſhe took, 
were lifted up to Heaven. Poor victim ! 
I exclaimed, haft thou experienced the 
heavy hand of Sorrow ? ---- So fair a 
flower! - So young ! — 

When ſhe had reached the altar, ſhe 
dropped on her knees, and covered her 
face with both her hands. The prieſts 
advanced --- a ſudden horror feized me. 
--- They began the ceremony — In a 
tone of voice ſcarcely audible, and tre- 
mulous, the unhappy maid gave the re- 


ſponſes. When ſhe was aſked, if ſhe 
| | G conſented 


L 8 1 
conſented to baniſh all worldly thoughts 
from her breaſt ? --- ſhe lifted up her 
ſtreaming eyes to Heaven, and bowed 
her half-unwilling conſent. 
Ihe irrevocable words had paſſed her 
lips --- the ceremony was over! The 
organ fwelled/irs ſolemn notes again, and 
the nuns began to diſrobe the poor victim 
of her rich habiliments. Inſenſible to 
what they were doing, ſhe ſuffered her- 
ſelf to be clothed in the habit of the 
order: When they had finiſhed their 
taſk; the prieſts: pronounced her wedded 
to the convent's © ſainied gloom and holy 
borrors” for the remainder of her life, 
She ſighed deeply, croſſed her arms upon 
her boſoni and wept, - The proceſſion 
began in che fame order to return :. 
different ſernec preſented itſelf to the 
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view — A noiſe at the end of the aiſle 
rouſed the attention of every one ---- 
Wildly through the croud ruſhed a gen- 
tleman diſordered in his dreſs, his hair 
flowing looſely on his ſhoulders: He 
dropped on his knees before the new 
nun — * Adelaide ! my Adelaide! am 1 
too late, my love? She ſcreamed, and 
waved her hand for him to leave her. 
He ſtarted up — Never — never, (he 
cried) never! They ſhall not part us 
--- By Heaven they ſhall not!” The 
unhappy Adelaide, ſtill continuing to 
wave her hand for him to leave her, 
-exclaimed, in a feeble tone of voice 
« Saintonge, why do you interrupt me 
now? --- It is all over - Your incon- 
ſtancy has completed the meaſure of my 
woes Leave me, I beſeech you.“ 

N 6 2 The 
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The prieſts, who had been ſeized with 
ſuch aſtoniſhment as to make, them in- 


capable of interpoſing before, would have 
taken the lover of Adelaide away by 
force ; but he drew his ſword, and threat- 
ened them with inſtant death, if they 
dared to touch her. 

« Hear me, Adelaide (he continued) 
You think me falſe: It belongs to me to 
undeceive you.“ „ Oh, no- uo, (ſhe 
plied) do not add to my ſorrows, by 
making me lament the ſtep I have 
taken.“ It muſt be, Adelaide; I can- 
not live under ſuch an imputation : You 
were deceived; I left you, by the com- 
mands of my father, to join my regi- 


ment ; I had not time even to, acquaint 


you, with my departure, for he accom- 
panied me. In the ) firſt Engagement. I 
53101 £3 Was 


69 
was wounded, and made priſoner. A 
dungeon was my habitation for many 
months.” -- Adelaide wept. --- © I had 
no opportunity of writing or acquainting 
you with my impriſonment. An exchange 
of ſoldiers at length releaſed me : I flew 
home --- learnt, oh ! Adelaide, that you 
had retired to this convent, and were go- 
ing to take the veil. Almoſt diſtracted, 
I haſtened hither ; and what, what do I 
behold ? — my Adelaide ſeparated from 
me for ever!” The agonies of his ſoul 
choaked his utterance : He clenched his 
hands, and held them to his fore- 
head. The wretched Adelaide ſaid not 
a word; exceſs of ſorrow kept her 
ſilent, The prieſts, who had by this 


time collected the ſervants of the con- 


vent, attempted to ſeparate them by 
| G 3 force. 
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force. Adelaide ſcreamed, and Sain- 
tonge ſtruggled, It was in vain : The 
unhappy maid was torn away, As they 


were dragging her down the aiſle, Sain- 
tonge ſeemed to be inſpired with more 
than mortal ſtrength — — he burſt from the 
gripe of thoſe who held him, upon whom 
he drew his ſword, and plunged it into 
the heart of him who was neareſt; then, 
Adelaide being out of fight, he ex- 
claimed = 4 Human Nature cannot 
ſupport this/P'— ingulphed the ſword 


| deep into his own breaſt — and expired. 
| HFapleſs victims of affection! - 
1 Wretched Adelaide! ------ - Unfortunate 
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" LETTER xxxIII. 


MARIA t ANNETTE. 


HAVE arrived at the end of my 
journey, have walked twice round the 
church of St. Peter, and have recom- 
mended myſelf to the bleſſed Virgin in 


it. My vow is performed, and I prepare 


to meaſure my ſteps back again : Hea- 
ven knows whether I ſhall ever accom- 
pliſh my purpoſe — my ſtrength is ex- 
hauſted - — my fortitude almoſt gone — 
my — waſted by ill health. 
Annette, I cannot write often; it fa- 
4 G 4 tigues 
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tigues me too much: The tears that have 
flowed from my eyes have weakened my 
ſight. Annette, if ever you behold me 
again, you will ſcarce recognize, in my 


preſent altered appearance, your once hap- 
py friend. She is changed! ! — oh, how 


changed ! RT 


MARIA. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXXIV. 


MARIA to ANNETTE. 


1 PROCEED on my return ſlowly: 2 
My ſhoes have been long worn out; the 
flints wound my feet, and prevent me 
from travelling faſt : Yet do I not droop. 
It is the goodneſs of God that ſtrengthens 


and bears me up. Annette, when I feel 


my fortitude decaying, I kneel, and offer 
up my prayers to him. He hears them : 
He grants my petition ; and I riſe, 
with renewed ſpirits, to undertake my 
Journey. 


A little 
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A little dog is now my companion: 


He followed me from Rome; and leſt 
he ſhould leave me, like my faithleſs 
goat, I have tied a ribbon round his 
neck, which I have faſtened to my arm. 
The faithful animal, however, ſhews no 
diſpoſition to forſake me. But who can 
tell, Annette; time may alter his diſ- 
poſition: There have been thoſe who here 
as faithful as my OTE) but who are 
no W 0. 

Oh, Annette, I have . too de- 
hcate a chord — its vibrations are too, 


too exqut̃ſite — I muſt leave off. 


MARIA. 
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LETTER XXXII. 


| MARIA to ANNETTE. 


+ © 


bd , 


A NNETTE, you have ſeenthe flower 
droop for want of the refreſhing ſhower 
you have marked how, when the rain 
deſcends, it rears its head again, and is 
relieved : Thus it is with me I feel 
ſometimes my heart ſinking ; and a ſickly: 
faintneſs overpowering me, I think that 
the moment of diſſolution is at length 
arrived. A ſhower of tears comes to 
my relief — I ſigh — The tears and the 
ſighs reheve me; the faintneſs goes off; 


and I am comforted. 
13. The 
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The flinty roads of Savoy wounded my 
feet, and I have been often forced to reſt 
at a cottage for ſome days before I could 
proceed. I have bound now my feet 
with long graſs, which protects them 
from the power of the Ws ; and I walk 
with more caſ. My 

My litle* Sylvio bears the journey 
pretty well; he is my comforter, as 
well as my guardian: When overpower- 
ed with fatigue and ſorrow, I ſeat myſelf 
under ſome tree to give vent to my woes, 
he looks up in my face, and tries, by 
licking my hands and jumping up into 
my lap, to comfort me: If I take no 
notice of him, he watches my face till 
tears coming to my aſſiſtance relieve 
me; and then he expreſſes his pleaſure 


and 
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and ſatisfaction by friſking round me 
and jumping, 

Poor Sylvio! thou teacheſt a leſ- 
ſon even to thoſe who are placed over 
thee — There are who have been leſs 
ſenſible to the woes of Maria than thou 
haſt been; who have even added to the 
pangs which agitated. her breaſt. 

Annette, may you never experience 
the truth of this aſſertion — never feel 
what kind of ſenſation, that is, which 


owes its origin to neglect. 


MARIA. 
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* LETTER xXXXVI. 
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| MARIA to, ANNETTE. 
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"THOUGH, drooping, Il 3 deſcending 
to the grave by quick and certain ſteps 


— woe-worn and forlorn — I have, at 
length, almoſt accompliſhed my pur- 
poſe: I have entered Bourbonnois, and 
ſnall ſoon be in the arms of Annette. 
Friend of my heart! I hope I have now 
atoned for my offences againſt the Al- 
mighty, and that he will receive me 
into his mercy. My thoughts are fixed 


alone on Him; and though ſome wan- 


dering 


L 4 


dering ideas will ſtray e//ewhere, I do not 
indulge them — I check, I give them 
not encouragement. Annette, Heaven 
will not pour its vengeance on me for 
theſe involuntary offences : They are 
proofs that human nature and perfection 
are incompatible with” each other; and 
that every idea of mortality muſt be con- 
nected with that of imperfection and fin. 


Adieu, my Annette ! —T ſhall write 
no more!! 1 
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DEATH oF MARIA. 


O N her arrival at Moulines, ſooa after 
the date of the laſt letter, the ſuffering 
Maria was ſeized with a violent fit of 
illneſs. The fatigue ſhe had undergone, 
both in body and mind, had nearly over- 
whelmed her: The mercy of God, more 

H than 
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than the ſtrength of her conſtitution, re- 
covered her at length flowly. But her 
conſtitution was conſiderably impaired — 
her memory nearly gone — her ideas 
wandering ---- and the ſtate of her mind 
bordering on that fort of inſanity which 
is ſo peculiarly intereſting. 

Her countenance was pale and wan; 
yet there was ſomething in it (as an ele- 
gant author“, who ſaw her ſoon after her 
pilgrimage expreſſes). * not earthly ; but 
till it was feminine.” 

More than a year had elapſed ſince 
her return to Moulines, when ſhe re- 
ſolved to undertake a journey to a mo- 
naſtery of friars, ſituated at the extremity 
of Bourbonnois. The occaſion of her 
Journey was to have ſome doubts that 
hung 
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hung upon her mind reſolved : Of what 


nature they were, ſhe never acquainted 
her friend Annette, from whom the 
Editor received this additional informa- 
tion. 

The following letter, however, which 
ſhe wrote ſoon after her arrival at the 
monaſtery, and ſome others written after 
her return to Moulines, we ſhall ſub- 
Join; being of material importance in 
the Hiſtory of Maria. 


H 2 LETTER 


— . 
= I — — 


* 
* 
—— 
- 
— _ 


2 — E. IL — — — — — — 


— — — 
22 Mg — — 4 8 — Lge on I — — . 
. lk . „ ts — - 


— — - 


— ä — 
. 1 


1 0 1 


: 
LETTER XXXVII. 
| 990010 {a | | 
MARIA to ANNETTE. | 
NN! „ 
ano! af 108 

'Wrinen i from the LAY 11 

A NNETTE my Annette -— it is 


too much — He is not falſe — He never 
was inconſtant — Maria may now de- 
part in peace. LLC 

Beloved of my boſom, you remember 
the reſolution I had formed to viſit this 
monaſtery. On my arrival, Father An- 
tonio was deputed to ſolve ſome doubts 
that J wiſhed to have anſwered. He 
came ] opened them to him — He 
trembled—ſtarted—threw back his cowl, 


00 © H and 
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and diſcovered to me the countenance 
of my — ST. FLOS! I know not what 
effect the ſurprize produced on me; but 
ſome time after I found myſelf ſeated on 
a chair, and St. Flos at my feet 

cc Go, (ſaid I to him) diſturb me, St. 
Flos, no more — I have long forgiven 
your inconſtancy, and may Heaven for- 
give it too. Suffer me then to depart.” 

« Oh! no, Maria; hear me — but for 
a moment hear me.” 

« To what purpoſe, St. Flos?“ 

« J conjure you to grant my requeſt, 
— You thought I way going againſt the 
enemies of my country ! Alas, Heaven 
knows, my intentions were far different: 
However, I encouraged the idea, the 
better to effect my purpoſe ; and even 
gave out what. regiment I belonged to. 

H 3 Our 


mes 1 


Our union forbidden for ever, I departed 
from Moulines, haſtened to this monaſ- 
tery, and took the vow preſcribed to 
every one belonging to it. You wrote 
to me— Oh, Maria, I found that your 
letters, far from alleviating my ſorrows, 
only increaſed them, and prevented me 
from performing my duty. I reſolved 
not to anſwer them, nor even to open 
them: The facrifice, alas! coſt me 
much; but it was neceſſary to my peace, 
and I was reſolved to make it. I 
thought too, that imagining me falſe, 
you would forget me ſooner. 

For this, Maria, pa don me; I meant 
it for our mutual benefit: I intended 
that you ſhould never have known this, 
had not your preſence forced the ſecret 
from me, Relloied, I hope, to your 


good 
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good opinion, I muſt bid you adieu, for 
ever! It is beſt that we ſhould ſee one 
another no more — *Twill only draw our 
thoughts from God. We may enquire 
after each other; and devoting ourſelves 
to Heaven, perhaps our ſouls may be 
united in a better world. Adieu, then 
— oh, adieu!“ 

At the concluſion of this addreſs, he 
drew the cowl over his face, to hide his 
emotions — waved his hand, and walked 
out of the room. | 

Excellent St. Flos! — How heroic ! 
how worthy of thyſelf, thy reſolution ! — 
Do you not admire him, Annette ? 

What more has Maria now to deſire? 
— Is not her St. Flos conſtant ! And 


yet, to be thus torn. from, each, other! 
H 4. But 


4 
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— But 1 will not murmur — It is the 
will of Heaven; ; and the will of Hea- 
ven be done! 


ere 3 . MARIA. 
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LETTER XXXVIII. 


* 


MARIA to Sr. FLOsS. 


Moulines, 


N OW that Maria knows where her 
St. Flos is — that ſhe knows too he is 
worthy of her ſincereſt affection - ſhall 
ſhe forbear writing to him? Oh, no --- 
no --- Heaven will not be diſpleaſed at 
our correſpondence; for I will not in 
my letters, draw your mind from the 
duties of your holy ſtation : I will endea- 
vour to ſtrengthen your reſolution : I 
will tell you, that the price of our con- 

$7 tinuing 
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tinuing ſteady in our adherence to God 
in this world will be, that our ſouls 


ſhall be ſuffered to mingle, and be united 
in that to come! *Tis a thought that 


cheers my heart; it repays me for all, 
all the ſorrows I have endured, of which, 
St. Flos, you know not the one half. 
Deareſt St. Flos, remember me in 
your prayers --- In them let our names 
be united. Adicu, my St. Flos, adieu 


9 0 


MARIA. 


LETTER 
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LETTER NXXIX. 


ST. FLOS to MARIA. 


From the Monaſtery of 


W arts you. viſited. our monaſtery 
---when, (unexpected happineſs !) I diſ- 
covered my Maria---I felt my emotions 
too powerful; I was forced to retire ab- 
ruptly to my cell, to hide them. Oh, 
my love, in that cell, how many tearful 


days and wretched nights have I paſſed, 


Without a friend's ſoft voice to focthe my grief 


The eternal filence of the monaſtery -- 
the ſolitude — the ſolemn horror of the 


CE — 
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cell --- all, all conſpired to increaſe the 
m elancholy of my ſoul, How, how 
m any times, in the iſtration and agony 
of r my mind, have 1 been tempted to 


N Did 


put a Period to an exiſtence become 
hateful! The Supreme Power, i in mercy, 
however, prevented me ; and, in the 
lapſe of time, reſtored my ſoul to ſome 
degree of peace and compoſure, 

Your preſence in ſome meaſure diſ- 
turbed my tranquillity, but not in a vio- 
lent degree. Convinced that Maria ſtill 
lives for me, I feel a ſweetneſs in me- 
lancholy, which bids me hope that when 
the hour of our diſſolution ſhall come, 
when our years ſhall be numbered and 
we ſhall paſs from mortality to eternity, 


that we ſhall be united for ever, where 
no 


AAT TA 
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no envious Curate's power ſhall force us 
to ſeparate more. | | 

Adieu, Maria! Do not be afraid that 
your letters will interpoſe now berween 
my God and me---they « only 7 bid me re- 


YM. 4 


member, in my. daily prayers IS, to, unite 
the names of Maria and 
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LETTER 
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LETTER XL. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


Moulines. 


TR E traveller who has endured fa- 
tigue and ſorrow, whoſe boſom has long 
been a ſtranger to peace, if he but meet 
at the end of his journey a cheerful 
home and ſmiling friends, does he not 
think his ſorrows amply repaid ? 

Oh, St. Flos, Maria is convinced that 
he muſt think ſo.— She who has ſuffered 
ſo much, adown whoſe cheek the tear 


has ſcarce ever ceaſed to flow, feels that, 
in 
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in being convinced of St. Flos's con- 


ſtancy and unabated love, her ſorrows, 


her ſufferings, are thought of, remem- 
bered no more. 


Continue ſtedfaſt in your duty, St. 
Flos --- Maria ſhall in hers. 


Adicu ! --- Oh, Adieu! 


MARIA. 


Q/ LETTER 
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LETTER XLI. 


ST. FLOS to MARIA, 


— _—_— 


From the Monaſtery of. 


Mx God !---when I think, Mana, 
of your wanderings---your ſufferings--- 
what do I not feel, when I know myſelf 
to have occaſioned them ! Yet, have I 
ſuffered leſs ? 

Oh, my beloved, when I left Mou- 
lines---when I reſolved to enter it no 
more----what were my ſenſations ! I 
had got to the hill that overlooks the 
town; I turned round to ſurvey the 
dear ſpot once more. Adieu,“ I ex- 

| claimed, 
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dairned, ſcene of my former pleaſures; 


adieu, for ever! The words had a 


powerful effect on me; I dropped on 
the earth ſenſeleſs; I recovered not ſoon. 
When I opened my eyes, I found it was 
night: I looked round; an irreſiſtable 
impulſe led me to that old oak, at the 
foot of which we have ſo often fate 
whole hours. What a night did I pals ! 
How full of horrors! Every thing fa- 
voured my ſituation of mind: Not a 


ſtar; no moon ſhone; all was dark, 


diſmal, dreadful ! | 
I aroſe with the dawn of day: I 
aſcended the hill again ; looked once, 
and for the laſt time, towards Mou- 
lines, and burſt, in an agony of grief, 
down to the vale that led me away for 
ever! For ſome time I roamed about 
I the 


_—_—_— . 
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the province of Bourbounois, without any 
other place of reſt than what the woods 
afforded me, without any other ſuſte- 
nance than I could gather from the 
hedges. | 

At length, I found myſelf near the 
monaſtery of I entered. The 
ſolemnity, the ſolitude of the place, 


ſeemed to invite me to ſeek an aſylum 
in it, I offered myſelf to the Superior 
of it: He ſaw plainly, that extreme af- 
fliction had determined me to devote 
the remainder of my life to Heaven; 
and he reccived me with kindneſs and 
humanity. I took the vows, and was 
admitted. I found that religion by de- 
grees leſſened, though it could never 
obliterate my ſorrows : Her dictates 


taught me to bear them with ſome forti- 
tude.. 


[ ms 1 
tude. Such, Maria, is my hiſtory! As 
much as I am able, I endeavour to for- 


get the paſt, and to look forward with 
confidence to futurity, 


Sr. FLOS., 


: 
q 
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LETTYLA ALL. 


MARIA to Sr. FLOS. 


Moulines. 


I FEEL myſelf not very well, St. Flos 
---- but the diforder inhabits not the 
mind; I feel it only in my body: It has 
taken away my ſtrength, and renders 
me unable to endure any fatigue. Grieve | 
not, my beloved ; ſhould the diſorder 
even prove fatal, it will only carry me 
to that place where I ſhall wait for my 
St. Flos where I ſhall be able to look 
down upon him --- to hover over him; 

and, 
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and, if it pleaſe Heaven, to be his pro- 
tector and his comforter ! 


Adieu, my St. Flos, adieu! As this 
may be the laſt you will receive from 
me, I will take a farewell; not an eter- 
nal, only a temporary farewell. I go, St. 
Flos, only a little while before — Your 
journey will ſoon be ended — Mourn 
not our ſhort ſeparation. — Be ſtedfaſt ; 
and the prize, I truſt, will be Heaven 
and | 


MARIA. 
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LETTER XLII. 


Sr. FLOS to MARIA. 


Arp ſhall I not grieve, Maria? 
Shall I not mourn your loſs ? --- What, 
when ſo ſoon reſtored to me, to be de- 


prived of you! Alas! alas! my forti- 
| tude is inſufficient to bear it! — The 
Almighty wil. not be diſpleaſed with me 
] cannot help it — The idea of your 


approaching death prevents me from 
attending the duties of my ſtation. 

Would to God that the rules of our 

1 | order 
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order did not reſtrict me from viſiting 
you: I would then pray by you — would 
ſupport your dying head --- would re- 
ceive your laſt commands — catch the 
laſt found as it died away upon your 
lips — pay the laſt fad tribute to your 
memory — and attend your remains to 
the ſilent tomb, to pour upon it the tri- 
bute of my tears. 

But it cannot be — my ſolemn yow 
prevents me — I can only in imagination 
perform theſe duties to you, I have di- 
rected maſs to be ſaid in our monaſtery, 
for the recoyery of your health and the 
repoſe of your foul; Heaven knows 


with what feryor J raiſed my prayers to 
God — Oh, may they not be ineffectual ! 
Alas, Maria, if it ſhould however 
pleaſe Heaven to take you, I feel that 
I 4 I ſhall 
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I ſhall not long ſurvive you: * Waſted 
as I am by ſorrow and fatigue of mind, 
deprived then of the only ſtaff on which 
my heart repoſed, I ſhall ſink into the 
grave, and, oh bliſsful idea, my ſoul will 
fly to join that of Maria, Sweet Hope! 
how ſhall thou be cheriſhed by 


ST. FLOS. 


* The Editor thinks it neceſſary to inform the Reader, 
that Sr. FLos ſurvived MaR1a but a few months; 
and was, by his earneſt deſire, buried in the ſame 
tomb in which were depoſited the remains of Maria, 


THE 
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THE diſorder of Maria was a gentle 
decline; from which the art of phyſic 
could not recover her. Every one ſaw 
that it would prove fatal, and all la- 
mented it but herſelf. She ſmiled, and 
her countenance evinced that her boſom 
was peaceful and ſerene, and a ſtranger 
to the pangs which rend the heart and 
embitter the laſt moments of the guilty. 
She drooped, like the lilly overcharged 
with rain ; and at length, in the arms of 
her Annette, with an angelic ſmile and 
a prayer for forgiveneſs, breathed her 
laſt. 

She lies buried in the church-yard of 
Moulines : All the inhabitants, to whom 
her piety and ſweetneſs of diſpoſition had 


made her dear, followed her remains to 
| the 


122 J 


[ 


the grave, and poured upon her coffin a 
tribute which princes might envy, and 
which princes too often want. 

A neat little monument has been 
erected by her friend Annette to her 
memory ; on which an inſcription (which 
the Editor has tranſlated from the French 
and ſubjoined) has been placed. 


INSCRIPTION 
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INSCRIPTION 
ON THE 


TOME or MARTI 4 


— — — 


PEACEFUL BENEATH THIS MARBLE 
REST THE MORTAL REMAINS OF 


MARIA. 


THE NEW - BLOWN ROSE 
EQUALLED NOT IN BEAUTY 
HER PERSON ; 
THE LILLY 
WAS BUT A POOR EMBLEM 
O THE INNOCENCE 
OF HER MIND. 
WANDERER, STOP! --- TO HER MEMORY 
PAY THE TRIBUTE OF A TEAR: 
HER DEEDS OF CHARITY, OF PIETY, 
HER SUFFERINGS, 
WOULD BUT BE SULLIED 
WERE THEY RELATED 
| ON THIS COLD MARBLE; 
LONG AFTER THAT SHALL BE DECAYED, 
THEY SHALL SURVIVE 


IN THE WARM HEARTS OF MANY ; 
AND 
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AND SHALL BE RECORDED 
IN THAT BOOK, 
FROM WHICH THE HAND OF TIME 
SHALL ENDEAVOUR TO ERASE THEM 
IN VAIN. 


OB. MAR. 10, 17----« 


( Since added. ) 


DEPOSITED BY HER SIDE 
ARE THE REMAINS OF 


ANTONIO DE ST. FLOS, 
BY WHOM SHE WAS MOST DESERVEDLY 
AND FAITHFULLY BELOVED. 
IN LIFE, 
AN UNKIND DECREE SEPARATED THEM 
IN DEATH, 

THEY ARE HOWEVER UNITED ; 
WHERE THEIR AFFECTION AND THEIR 
SUFFERINGS 
SHALL BE REWARDED, 

AND WHERE THEY SHALL BE DIVIDED 
NO MORE, 


OB. AUGUST 20, 17 


THE END. 
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BOOKS lately publiſhed by G. KEARSLEY. 


Ornamented with five new plates, from the deſigns of Mr. Nixon, 
The eleventh edition of 
The BEAUTIES ff STERNE 
Calculated for the heart of ſenſibility. 


This volume contains a pleaſing ſelection from the works of that 
elegant writer; among which are, The ſtory of Le Fevre and 
Uncle Toby, Maria, Shandy's Bed of Juſtice, Yorick's Horſe, 
Corporal Trim's Brother, the Dwarf, the Pulſe, the Pye Man, 
the Sword, the Supper, the Starling, the Aſs, Dr. Slop and Oba- 
diah, Dr. Slop and Suſan, &c. &c. 

Price three ſhillings and ſixpence ſewed. 

In juſtice to the ſelector of theſe beauties, it muſt be admitted, he 
bas properly diſcriminated, though it was ſomewhat difficult what 
to rejeft, Notwithſtanding ten editions of this very entertaining work 
have been publiſhed, yet the preſent appears to 2 received wer 
conſiderable additions and improvements; being enriched by a variety 
of anecdotes and obſervations on life, a few of bis beſt ſermons, and 
Fc elegant extrafts. The eſſence of the immortal Sterne may be 
ſaid to be compriſed in this volume, Vide the Review for March, 


— — — —— — 
A new edition, being the Seventh, of 
The BEAUTIES of Dr. SAMUEL JOHNSON, 


Conſiſting of maxims and obſervations, moral, critical and mĩſ- 
cellaneous. To which are now added, BIOGRAPHICAL A- 
.NECDOTES, ſelected from the late productions of Mrs. Piozzi, 
Mr. Boſwell, and other authentic teſtimonies. 


This edition is embelliſhed with an etching of the head of Dr, 
Johnſon, taken from the life about a month before his death, 


Price only three ſhillings and ſixpence ſewed. 
In this edition the two volumes arc comprized in one, 


—ůͤů————— ——— 


The POETICAL WORKS of SAM. JOHNSON, LL.D. 


Containing London, a Satire, and the Vanity of Human 
Wiſhes, both imitated from Juvenal; Irene, a Tragedy; the 
Winter's Walk; Stella in Mourning 3 the Midſummer's Wich; 
an Evening Ode to Stella; Vanity of Wealth; the Natural. 
Beauty; Tranſlation bf Pope's Meſſiah, and ſundry other pieces. 


A new editon. Price three ſhillings in boards. 


BOOKS publiſhed by G. KE ARSLEY. 


ELEGANT TALES, HISTORIES, and EPISTLES, 


On Friendſhip, Conjugal Felicity, Jealouſy, Conſtancy, Cheers 
fuln:ſs, and other important Subjects. 


Sometimes fair Truth in fiction ve diſguiſe 

Sometimes preſent ber naked to men's cyes. Gay. 
Part of the contents of this intereſting Collection: 

Sir John Fickle and Lady Con-| The Cottage of Love, 


ſtant, The Hiſtory of a Female Goſſip, 
The Happy Pair, Remarkable Story of 2 Nun, 
The Story of Orontes, The fincere Confeſſion, 
Azathias and Maria, The Effects of a violent Paſſion, 
Caſſandra; or, The Happy Re-|'The School of Adverſity; or, 

covery, The Fair One Reformed, 


An Epiſtle to a Lady on Falſe] The Diſappointed Huſband, 
Delicacy in Matters of Love, | The Force of Natural Affection, 
The Lady of the Cave, The Untortunate Lovers, 
And many others equally intereſting. 


Price four ſhiilings ſewed. 


——K•⁵ẽ1ñ—ñ—sx . mmeeetm—nts 
WOMAN: 


Sketches of the Hiſtory, Genius, Diſpoſition, Accompliſh- 
ments, Cuſtoms, and Importance of the Fair SEx, in all parte 
of the World. 


Ihuſtrated with fingular Anecdotes, and entertaining Narra- 
tives, ſuppor:ed by Authority 


BY A FRIEND TO THE SEX» 
Nature made you to temper Man. Orwar. 
Price three ſhillings and ſixpence. 
—ͤ— ——— ————— ZʃIÿP — 
The Rev. Mr. ApaAus's Productions, calculated to improve and 
amuſe the Minds of Youth of both Sexes, viz. 
The FLOWERS of TRAVELLING, 2 vol. 6s. 
A SELECTION of VOYAGES, 6s. 
FLOWERS of ANCIENT and MODERN HISTORY, 6s. 6d. 
The ENGLISH PAR NASSUS, 3s. 
CURIOUS THOUGHTS ON MAN, 38. 
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BOOKS publiſhed by G. KEARSLEY, 


THE HISTORY OF FRANCE, 


From the Firſt Eſtabliſhment of that MONARCHY to the 
preſent REVOLUTION. 


Res geſtæ regumgue, ducumgue & triſlia bela. Hors 
Price eighteen ihillings in boards, 


« Of the preſent work, the execution has not only anſwered but 
exceeded our expectation. In this conciſe, and at the tame time 
comprehenſive, view of the whole hiſtorr, the reader will find the 
great outlines of the portrait delineated by the pencil of a ſkilful 
artiſt, The author's materials are weil ſelected, and weil arrang- 
ed; his obſervations and remarks are ingenious, and diſcover a 
Knowledge of human nature; and his language is generally cor- 
rect and animated. We conſider it in particular as excellently 
calculated to be put into the hands of young people, and we think 
it might be introduced with great benefit into the higher claſſes 
of the numerous ſchools throughout the kingdom, in very many 
of which hiſtocy now properly conſtitutes an important port of edu» 
cation. But we do not mean to ſay that it is a mere {ſchool book 
it is capable of anſwering a much higher purp»ſe;z and wil! be 
found eminently ſerviceable to perſons of every ag: and deſcrip- 
tion. MoNxTHLY REVIEW, Au. and SEPT. 1790s 


« Before the appearance of this publication, a conſiderable link 
was wanting to general readers, and eſpecially ro young p-rions, in 
the great chain of hiſtory z the public are therefore certainly o- 
bliged to the anonymous author of this production; and it is but 
Juſtice to add, that it is written with ſpirit and elegance, He is 
ev dently an imitator of Mr. GIBBOR's ſtyle, and is by 29 rieans 
an un ucce ſsful ne, The compendious ſize of this work will, 
doubtlet;, render it an object with many readers who would want 
leiſure to beſtow on a more prolix hiſtory 3 from the eaty expence 
it is a yery proper book to introduce into ſchools, and the lively 
manner in which it is compoſed, will probably make it acceptable 
to young perſons. ANALYTICAL REVIEW, SEPT. 1790. 


« The Author of this Hiſtory of France, amidſt the taſc of 
compilation, has not forfeited his claims to the character of an ori- 
ginal hiſtorian z and while he occaſionally gives place to th: ſenti- 
ments and expreſſions of diſferent writers, he has been careful 
to preſerve an uniformity in the compoſition, He has deduced 
the narrative through the ſeveral races of the French Monarchs 
with equal perſpicuity and conciſeneſs, and his authorities being 
already eſtabliſhed, they can now require no inveſtigations" 

CRITICAL REVIEW, JUNE 1790. 


BOOKS publiſhed by G. KEARSLEY. 


AN HISTORY of the CHRISTIAN CHURCH, 


From the ear ieft Period to the preſent Time; including a com- 
prehenfive View of the State of Literature in each Century. 
Compiled for the Uſe of Families and Students in Divinity. 


By G. GREGORY, D. D. F. A. 8. 
Author of Ess As, Hiſtorical and Moral, &c. 
In two volumes, Price eight ſhillings in boards, 


6 Theological ſtudies were formerly confined to the clergy, or 
to th ſe men who had received the advantages ot a learned edu- 
cation; but a general acquaintance with eccleſiaſtical hiſtory 
ſeems now to become a conſiderable object with mankind at large. 
We therefore entirely approve the deſign which Dr. Gregory has 
here undcrtaken, to bring the gieat events of the chriſtian church 
within a mode rate compaſs, and to pretent them to the reader in 
a clear and methodical form. The work concludes with an ac- 
count of the preſent ſtate of religious ſects, chiefly in Great Bri- 
tain, and on the whole, is valuable as a conciſe and popular view 
of the leading facts in ecclefiaftical hiſtory.” 

MonTHrLY RTVIEw, for Sept. 1790. 


« We had no judicious compendium, before the preſent pub. 
lication, for the uſe of thoſe who might be led either by dut 
or inclination to acquire ſome knowledge of eccleſiaſtical hiſtory. 
With reipe& to the ſtyle and manner in which the preſent pub. 
lication is compoied, “ The former we think clear, chaſte, and 
elegant; and the latter is comprehe:,ſive, judicious, and we be- 
eve, ſtrictly impartial.” | 

ANALYTICAL REview, for April, 1790. 


6 This comprehenſive work contains ſo much information, 
collected from various detached authorities, and is ſo perſpicu- 
ouſly arranged, that we may pronuunce it to be not only the 
mot convenient in point of ſize, but one of the beſt executed 
tre ati les on the ſubject.“ 
ENGL1isx REvitw for July, 1790. 


